large fortress, with the Austrian flag above it. The
sensitive prow of the ship veers again, this time to
the southeast, where the ash-gray precipices surely
hold the sea forever in check. But the ship knows
better. The Canale cli Kumbur shows itself, leading
to the splendid Bay of Teodo surreptitiously ob-
served from afar by the mountains of Montenegro.
If you held your breath and listened, might you not
hear the boom of guns by the lake of Scutari? All
sense of being at sea fades from you as the ship pene-
trates ever more deeply into the secret recesses of
the mountains. This is like superb lake scenery,
austere, grand, almost terrible, and yet radiant.
Nature is even coquettish on this perfect morning of
autumn, for In these remoter regions she has cast a
swathe of the lightest and whitest possible mist, like
one of those scarfs of Tunis, over the cultivated land
which edges the precipices. As the ship draws near,
the mist seems to disperse in a sparkle of gold, re-
vealing intimate beauties, full of charming detail: a
little Byzantine church with a pale-green cupola, a
priest In a sunny garden leaning over a creeper-cov-
ered wall, white horses trotting briskly along a
curly, white road, soldiers marching through a vil-
lage with a faint beat of drums, children perhaps
going to school through a riot of green. But the
mist Is ever there In the distance, part of the spirit of
autumn.
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